104  THE CYCLE OF SPRING
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We laugh and take leave when the

time beckons us.

We rush into  the  arms  of the  ever-
returning.
But who are you ?
I am the flower shimuL
And who are you ?
I am the kaniini bunch,
And who are these ?
We   are   the  jostling   crowd   of   new
leaves.

[Winter is revealed as Spring and
answers to the questions put by the
chorus of young things.]

THE SONG OF BURDENS DROPPED

Do   you  own   defeat  at  the  hand of

youth ?
Yes.
Have you met at last the ageless Old,

who ever grows new ?
Yes.